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The good-natured North American porcupine, with his 30,000 bristling quills, 
and his slow shuffling walk, may not be as bright or fleet-looted as some of his 
larger adversaries, but is a formidable opponent just the same. 

When in trouble, the porcupine, who averages about fifteen pounds when full- 
grown, would rather climb a tree and wait for his enemy to pass on. But, if 
cornered, he can whirl around with incredible speed, and, every spine erect and 
ready, lash out with his clubtail and drive more than a dozen quills into his 
surprised enemy. Contrary to popular belief, the porcupine does not "shoot" 
his quills. 

Most of the time, however, he is a peace-loving little fellow. Residing in the forest 
areas of Northern United States, the porcupine is protected both by state law, 
and the unwritten agreements of hunters afl over the North. His favorite foods 
are green vegetation during summer and evergreen bark during the long, cold 

northern winter. copyjicht, IMS. sr western punting i lima CO. 




IT'S NOT ONLY COWS THAT HAVE DISAPPEARED 
HERE, PAT.' REMEMBER, TIM'S BROTHER DAN 
WENT HUNTING STRAYS THREE YEARS BACK, . 
AND THAT WAS THE LAST SEEN OF HIM/ A 




UMMM.' THAT'S RISHT.' TIM 
HUNTED HISH AND LOW FOR 
HIS BROTHER.' HE THINKS A 
GRIZZLY GOT HIM .' BUT 
I DON'T KNOW.. 
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ON THE SECOND CAST, A BIG FELLOW 
TAKES THE LURE. 




■miestKl don't NY unn-egeef^) ( wuff-mww/ 

TRY TO RSHT/JJ/AW? J V ™ Ct - y V &RRRR... J 

B01-MMP.' 




A MIGHTY BLOW SNAPS THE STUB THAT ROY 
HAS JUST LEFT. 



LUCKY FOR ME 
(PWFF.y-SRIZZLIES 
ARE POOR TREE 
CLIMBERS/ 





After ragins beneath roy's perch for 
a time, the bear discovers roy's 
dropped sun belt. 




PUSHING THROUGH THE THICKET, THE BRUTE 
REACHES THE FRESH CARCASS OF A DEER- 
HIS LATEST KILL, COVERED, BEAR FASHION, 
WITH STICKS AND EARTH. 




HE KNOWS I'M TRYINS 
TO SET AWAY- BUT HE 
POESN'T KNOW WHAT 

TO CO ABOUT IT 
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^ / HERE'S AN OLD PISTOL / 
. [ MAYBE I'LL FIND SOME- 
J. I i THINS TO IDENTIFY 
' ' -,. THE MAN... j 
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THISMISHT DO IT -A 
HUNTING CASE.' IF 
THERE'S ANY NAME 
INSIDE IT_. 




ThE OPEN CASE SHOWS CRUDE LETTERS, 
SCRATCHED WITH A KNIFE POINT, BELOW 
THE ENSRAVINS. i I 





IT LOOKS A5 IF DAN NEWELL HAD \ KRX£t£- 
CAUSHT BAKHART WITH NEWELL I UNHJ 

cows, AND-say/ that sounds J^umh : 

LIKE TRI66ER! 
AN6RY, 
TOO- 




THERE'S A RIDER, 
CHASINCr HIM 
TRYIN& TO 
ROPE HIM.' 

/«y, ycx/- 




HEV.' THAT'S My HORSE 
YOU'RE CHASIN&, MISTER.' 
PULL UP- 




AT THE SOUND OF ROY'S SHOUT, THE RIDER 
REINS BACK HARD, AND TURNS IN THE SADDLE , 



BAKHART.'ro 

LIKE A WORD 
WITH YOU.' I 
FOUND DAN 
NEWELL'S REMAINS 
BACK THERE BY 
THE 
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MY BEST CHANCE IS- 
THE LAKE/ AND /WAY 

- THE as*?/ 
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;■■ j(|t that 'moment, a light pick- up truck ■■"---■ 
'■' stands hidden in 50mb willow scrub, on the 
' ranch of mervin hall- with a homemade 

. ; mCROPHOUB OH the roof, TURNING SLOWLY, 

THIS WAY AND THAT: ■"" 



A BIG TRUCK MOTOR-WELL MUFFLED- \ OH.' BUT, 
HEA0ING THIS WAV.' HERE'5 WHERE I J MERV.' SUP' 
HAIL DOWN SOME BEEFTHIEVES.LOU.' J POSE THEY 





JflS RIFL&KHOCKEQ FROM HIS HANDS, THE ' FIRST 
GUNNER REPLIES WITH HIS PISTOL- ASA 
:;S£COUD RIFLE OPENS UPATMERVlN FROM THE TRUCK. 



Hit in the ankle, merviu's sozh % / i 

ROLLS WITH THE SHOCK. 





WHAT NOW? W NOT TILL BULLET HAS HAD 
BACK TOTHE W A CHANCE TO SMELL AROUND 
HIGHWAY? £{ THOSE STACKS.' MAVBE IT SOUNDS 




RONKEL? DID ^ 
A CLOSED TRUCK 
PULL IN HERE WITH 
IN THE PAST TWO 
HOURS? ROi ROGERS 
ASKING.' 




BULLET/ 
COME BACK/, 




fACK AT THE HAi MARKET AND THE RONKELS 
RANCH. 




BREED OF THE PIONEERS 
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Dave Calvert hesitated among the weird 
stalagmites. "Maybe we— we shouldn't go too 
far." His voice sounded hollow in the huge 
cave. 

"Fraidy-cat!" taunted Butch Borland scorn- 
fully. He was the same age as Dave, 15— but 
was bigger and bolder, the leader of the two 
friends. "Run home to your Ma if you want, 
but I'm going to see more of Serpentine Cave." 

Swallowing hard, Dave followed, not want- 
ing to seem cowardly. He was glad they had 
walking sticks along to help them over the 
rough spots as the light from the cave mouth 
grew dimmer. Dave shuddered, remembeeing 
stories of how Serpentine Cave wound for 
unexplored miles, and how people got lost 
and never returned. 

A roar grew in the silence and they passed 
a waterfall where black water tumbled down 
a bottomless pit. Butch kept going eagerly. 
'There'll be more cave wonders ahead." 

Suddenly, Dave stopped to sniff the air. 
"Smoke!" Around the next stalagmite they 
saw a campfire burning. Nobody was around 
but they saw a blanket roil and a bag of 
jerked beef. Why would anyone camp in this 
dank, lonesome cave? 

A man stepped from shadow, with firewood 
in his arms, surprised to see the boys. Dave 
gasped in recognition. "Gunner Gus! Wanted 
by the sheriff!" 

"Found my hideout, eh?" growled the ban- 
dit, dropping his firewood and grabbing for 
his gun. "Got you blocked off from the cave 
mouth. You young 'uns won't get out and bring 
the law." 

The boys turned quickly and ran deeper 
into the cave. The light faded rapidly and 
when they finally stopped, utter silence fell 
around them. They could hear their own 
hearts beating. 



"How— how can we find our way back?" 
groaned Butch in panic. 

in the deep gloom, among the jumbled rock 
formations and branching corridors, all direc- 
tions looked the same. Trying to retrace their 
steps, they were going in circles for all they 
knew. 

They were lost in the mazes of Serpentine 
Cave! 

"We'll never find our way out!" Butch was 
blubbering, all his former courage gone in 
the face of real danger. "We'll wander for 
days and die here!" 

"Don't worry. Butch," said Dave, squaring 
his shoulders. "We'll find the way back if we 
keep our heads." 

From then on, it was little Dave who took 
over as leader, with Butch following like a 
frightened child. It was Dave who noticed the 
black pitch oozing from cracks in the rock. 
Dipping their walking sticks in it gave them 
torches, lit by sparks from Dave's pocket flint. 
Now they could see and move along much 
faster. 

Later, Dave knelt with his ear to the rock, 
an old Indian trick to hear distant sounds. He 
heard the faint roar of the waterfalls which 
they could follow up to the cave mouth. 

Even when cave acoustics became tricky, 
and their guiding sound seemed to come from 
different directions, Dave did not lose heart. 
He soon noticed the draft that blew their torch 
flames, coming directly from the cave mouth. 

Before long they slipped past Gunner Gus' 
campfire, out into the welcome sunshine, 
gulping fresh air thankfully. Now the way 
was clear to reach town and bring back the 
sheriff for the capture. 

Butch looked back, shuddering. Then he 
faced Dave with admiration. "You didn't lose 
your nerve, like I did. And I called you a 
fraidy-cat!" 

Somehow, though a head taller, big Butch 
was looking up to little Dave. "I reckon it's 
how big you are inside that counts," said 
Butch. 

Dave grinned and felt as if he had grown 
a foot. 




BALANCING ON THE UP-ENDED AND JUMBLED ICE 
CAKES, CHARLEY WORKS HIS WAY OUT TO THE 
MIDDLE OF THE JAM. 



wow: you made it okay.charley 
._! was scared once, when you 
slipped; 




WITH A GRINDING THUNDER OF ICE AND WATER, THE 
DAMMED-UP STREAM SWIRLS THROUGH 
THE BREAK f 





" IT WAS PARTLY THE DYNAMITE— AND PARTLY TOM 
THUMB, THE GALUMPHING BIG DOG WHO BELONGED TO 
MRS. DAN WILLIAMS, WIFE OF THE BOSS ONTHET BART." 




- SOMETIMES WE WOULD PUT HIM UP TO A TRICK- 
OCCUPYING A NEW HAND'S BUNK. ' 



"THE CRITTER WAS HALF GREAT DANE AND HALF 
WOLFHOUND OR STAGHOUND, AND HE LIKED TO 

PLAY TRICKS LIKE RUNNING OFF WITH OUR 

PERSONAL PROPERTY! 
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"TOM THUMB S FAVORITE STUNT WAS STEALING 

ALL KINDS OF THINGS AND HIDING THEM! 

WE FOUND, TOO LATE, A BIG CACHE OF STUFF 
THAT HE'D SWIPED... 



" THAT DOG WAS A NUISANCE TO EVERYBODY 

ESPECIALLY IN DROUGHT SEASON, WHEN HE STAYED 
BY THE HOUR IN THE COWS' DRINKING TANK... 
BUT HE WAS MRS WILLIAMS'S PET!" 




* WHEN THE DROUGHT GOT SO BAD THAT SOMETHI 
TO BE DONE,DAN WILLIAMS GOT AN IDEA..." 



-THE DAY WHEN THE BLASTING WAS TO START.DAN 
CAME STOMPING INTO THE COOKSHACK WHERE WE 
WERE EATING... HE WAS SIZZLING MAD!" 




• SEEING THAT WOULDN'T WORK, HE PUT HIS PAWS ON " 0NF MAN Ptfl - LE0 HIS GUN F" *(7,BILL» DON t YOU "Y« 

THE TA8LE AND PRANCED SOME MORE! THE POTOF uT c ;Z„MYeb am ^ S£^ £f THAT ' S MB *V 

COFFEE WENT OVER..." HIS ARM AFTER ALL.WE Ljigga—. ^m^WILUAMS'S 



: 


■a 


PI 






fg 1 






&s^f^ 


hS^bF 




£> 


ifoJiOS 




(^^sj^ 




"WE JOINED DAN ON THE TOP RAIL OF THE HORSE CORRAL 

AND WISHED WE COULD CLIMB HIGHER 

BECAUSE TOM THUMB STOOD SEVEN FEET HIGH ON 
HIS HIND TOES, AND HE STILL WANTED TO PLAYf" 



8UT AFTER AWHILE HE GOT TIRED OF'B 
HIGH-TAILED IT ACROSS THE WASH.' 



BUT DAN GOT HIS BINOCULARS AND 
WE WATCHED.. 




"TOM THUMB STOPPED AT THE TOP OF THE BLUFF ANO 
LOOKED DOWN. IT WAS MAYBE A FIFTY FOOT STRAIGHT 
DROPf HE OPENED HIS MOUTH--. — " 




" AND A FEW SECONDS LATER WE KNEW WHERE 

THE DYNAMITE HAD GONE! THERE CAME A BLAST THAT 

TOPPLED THE WHOLE BLUFF INTO THE WASH 

AND DAMMED UP THE WATER SO DAN DIDN'T NEED TO 
DIGATANK!" 




The frontiersman is proud of his 
skill with axe and saw. When he cuts' 
down a tree, he tries to control the 
direction in which it falls so that he 
can cut it up easily later on. He finds 
that the best way to do this is to cut 
a large V-shaped notch with an axe 
in the side of the tree trunk in the 
direction in which he wishes it to fall. 
Then, from the other side, he uses 
a saw to cut on a level to the point 
of the notch. If the tree has not grown 
leaning to one side, it will almost al- 

OEU COMICS ARi 



ways fall on the side of the notch. 
When the tree falls, it falls away 
from the man, and opens the narrow 
saw cut so that he can pull it out and 
get away. 

But the wind must be kept in mind. 
The leaves of a heavily crowned tree 
catch wind like the sails of a ship and 
the tree will often surprise the fron- 
tiersman by falling in a direction op- 
posite to that which he expected it 
to take. 



GOOD COMICS 



LOOK, BOYS AND GIRLS/ 

A FREEGiFT.' 




THAT'S RIGHT! Every new subscriber to Roy 
Rogers comics will get this handsome wallet 
FREE! 

YOU CAN SEE FOR YOURSELF what a 

beauty this red and blue wallet is. It's made 
of vinyl plastic that looks and feels like real 
leather and wears just as well. This wallet is a 
full 3" x 8" in size and has four card compart- 
ments and a money compartment plus a secret 
money compartment. Just what you need for 



carrying your allowance, persona! papers and 
identification cards. 

WHY WAIT! Send in your subscription to 
Roy Rogers comics right away. Just $1 buys 
12 big issues ... a full year's subscription and 
you get the Wallet FREE plus a membership 
card in the Dell Comics Club. If you are already 
a subscriber you can still take advantage of 
this FREE offer. We'll start your new subscrip- 
tion when your present one expires. So clip 
the coupon and mail it today. 



The Dell Trademark is, and always 
has been, a positive guarantee that 
the comic magazine bearing it con- 
tains only clean and wholesome 
entertainment. The Dell code elimi- 
nates entirely, rather than regulates, 
objectionable material. That's why 
when your child buys a Dell Comic 
you can be sure it contains only good 
fun. "dkll comics are good comics" 
is our only credo and constant goal. 






Membership Certificate. 
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1 am enclosing remittance for $. 

(If this is a gift subscription please 
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City 

SUBSCRIPTION 


RATES: 


Zone 

□ 1 year- 1 2 


State .... 
ssues $1.00 



□ 2 yrs.-24 issues $1.85 Q3 yrs.-36 issues $2.70 
Canada: □ I yr. $1.20; Q 2yrs. $2.00; Q 3 yrs. $3.00 




HURRY! HURRY! HURRY! 
DONT DELAY! GET YOUR. 

delicious KOOlrAID 

TODAY ! 



How many of 
these 8 flavors 
have you tried ? 

Grape 

Raspberry 

Lemon -Lime 

Strawberry 

Orange 

Cherry 

New LEMON ! 
New ROOT BEER ! 



TELL MOM YOU WANT 

I'm not clowning when I say Kool-Aid is the best treat 
of all ! Tell Mom you need Kool- Aitl more than ever in 
the winter — for treats after school — when you're watch- 
ing TV — for a quick energy lift. Tell her Kool-Aid is 
the most fun for a nickel the year around! 

5$ Kool-Aid makes two quarts! 



